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Author's Notes: 
This is a work of fiction. Dave Mustaine being on the receiving end should make that clear. 


This is a repost from my A03. As you may know, the Megadeth tag there is pretty dry, which is why | am 


reposting here. My username there is ephemeralsmokes if you want to check that out. 


Also, English isn't my first language, so forgive any grammatical mistakes. On top of that, this wasn't beta'ed 
by anyone but me. A couple mistakes/typos might have slipped through. 


Okay, last thing. This takes place in early 1986, post Killing Is My Business, pre Peace Sells and everything else. 


"Come on, Junior. | know you've sucked dick before," Dave teased through his drunken stupor, elbowing the 


other on the ribs. 


The younger man just shrugs as he sips on his glass of water. He'd gotten drunk enough the day before. Said 


experience didn't stop him from drinking again today, but it did make him rethink if yet another awful hangover 
was worth it. 


Mustaine leans forward on the couch they are sharing, the beer standing on his knee, stable against his open 


palm. "You have! Huh, can't say | saw that one coming. Ya think alcohol gives me some kind of sixth sense?" 


Now that really caught David's attention. "Maybe it does," He says, tilting his glass to accentuate his 


agreement. "What else have | done?" He tries, not nearly sober enough to stop himself. 
"Whaddya mean?" 


Let's try out your sixth sense. What else have | done? Y'know, in the faggot business." He stands up and grabs 


another two beers from the emptying six-pack, leaving one at his roommate's feet. 
The redhead laughs, "I thought you were a Christian" 


David laughs too, staring at Dave as he downs the very last drops of his now-old-and-forgotten beer. "| am a 


Christian." 


Dave considers that and focuses on his imaginary sixth sense, chuckling as ‘i comes up with a crazy thought. 
"Listen, | know this probably ain't true but my sixth sense said so. Don't blame me," He warns, the other just 
nods, "I'm going out on a limb here, but you've never fucked a chick" 


He stares at the bassist, an incredulous look in his face as the other doesn't try to deny the statement. 
"You're fucking with me. No fucking way. No way." 


David throws his head back, overwhelmed with laughter. "Can't say that | have." Dave's eyes expand from big 
to biggest: 


"You don't fool me. Even if you'd rather get five dicks up that plump ass of yours, there's no way you've 
never touched a pussy," He says, matter-of-factly. 


"Well—" 
"I knew it!" Dave abruptly interrupts, getting an eye-roll for an answer. "kay, go on" 


"Thank you. So, | was gonna fuck this chick. The kind that you like but she's a fucking cowgirl, basically. Ugly as 
fuck but she's got a nice body in women standards, right? We're making out and | guess it was alright, but | 
couldn't get hard for the life of me while she's fucking wet and panting, touching her breasts and shit. 
Probably didn't even notice | wasn't hard so | just started jerking myself and thinking about other shit that 
could turn me on, | succeed and put it in. She's screaming telling me to go harder and | do, even though l'm not 
getting off on this. Like, at all. | felt like | was fucking a corpse or something, her pussy itself was a turn off. | 
pulled out and told her to finish herself up and left, absolutely flaccid. Never seen a vagina since." 


"Damn, momma's little Christian son's got some closet issues," He says, holding back his laughter and bringing 


out his dimples. "And some kind of erectile dysfunction, it seems," Dave adds with a raised eyebrow. 


"Well, l'm a faggot, like 100%," David confesses, the fresh beer gone, but still active enough in his system to 
make him forget his inhibitions. 


Mustaine looks at him reassuringly, throwing an arm over the other's shoulder and squeezing, "That's alright. 


You're my brother, mon. It's okay." He leans onto the warm body and gulps some more water down, smiling to 


himself. 


When the morning came, David was greeted with nothing but a pounding headache. 
So much for water doing the trick. 


The hangover was definitely not as terrible as it could've been, considering the amount of alcohol that was 


consumed, nonetheless, it wasn't miraculously gone (which is what he had expected). 
Thankfully, he had passed out before breaking the golden seal. Not so thankfully, his bladder was pulsing and on 
the verge of exploding mercilessly. He gets up with a loud groan and drags his body to the bathroom, relieving 


himself in ten seconds flat. 


When he's washing his hands, he looks at himself in the small mirror and sighs, splashing water on his face. 


Alcohol did wonders to his face. Not the good kind, though. More like curses. 
"Awake already?" The redhead calls from the kitchen 


The refreshing water that hit David's face awoke him enough to smell the bacon that was being cooked. 
"What's with you? Up early and cooking?" He retaliates jokingly as he makes his way to the kitchen 


"Its three o'clock," Dave states, not bothering to look at the clock 

The blonde freaks out at that, "There's no way- Why didn't you wake me, you cunt?! Fuck you." 

Dave breaks into cackles as he turns off the stove, leaning forward and holding his stomach. "You idiot, it's like 
eleven or something," He says, catching his breath, "Always falling for that one, aren't ya'?" He lets out a few 


more dry chuckles before he can stop himself and flashes a toothy smile. A genuine one, even. Now that's 


rare. 


The blonde furrows his brows to the other's exceptionally bright mood and sits down on the small dining table. 
He tries not to inspect it but his neat-freak side gets the best of him. The table isn't anywhere near clean, 
there's dried jam at one corner, a single leaf of lettuce and other food leftovers he doesn't bother recognizing. 
Sighing, he gets up and grabs a semi-wet cloth and wipes the surface. The one reason why he has breakfast in 
the couch is exactly that; Dave doesn't know how to clean. Doing all the cleaning for him isn't particularly 
flattering, David goes full-on maid mode when he lets himself check his surroundings. It happens about twice a 


week, really. Its unbelievable the amount of trash that Mustaine can collect in just two days. David envied his 


ability to ignore the litter. 


David grabs two placemats and positions them on each side of the table just in time. Dave's done grilling 
cheese on top of the bacon toasts and serves two slices to each of them. "I made some coffee, too. Want 


some?" He asks, kindly. 


The overly nice tone of the question sets off an alarm on David's mind. He knows Dave's only sweet when he 


wants something or is up to no good. "Sure, one sugar," He replies, suspicious. 


Dave comes back with two cups of coffee after turning on the radio and synchronizing the rock station 
Mercyful Fate's ‘Melissa’ blasts through the speakers and Dave air-guitar plays to it. They talk with mouthfuls 


of bacon about the band and whatnot. Once they're done David decides it's time to vocalize his confusion 
"Dave," He starts, softly. 

"Yeah?" 

David closes his eyes and breathes deeply, "What's up, man? You don't do this kinda shit” 

The vocalist, who's now taking the dishes to the dishwasher, feigns ignorance, "The fuck you even mean?" 

"You know what | mean, don't act dumb on me. Is it-." He's interrupted by his newly-found sobriety, the fear 
he lacked last night thanks to a handy few beers was now back in its full potential, "Is it because of what | said 
yesterday?" He waited in silence, expecting a nod, a ‘yes’, a 'no', a middle finger, anything, but was let down. "Is 
it because l'm gay? Listen, | understand, alright? If you wanna kick me out now, or whatever. | get it. | do. | 
won't hold you accountable, really." 

Dave re-fills his coffee cup and sits down again, facing David. "I don't care that you're gay. In fact, | feel the 
opposite way. Hear me out, will ya’? |f you wanna bring men up here, the casual one-night stand, go ahead. It's 


my place and | don't mind." 


Junior is left baffled, blinking repeatedly as if to focus his eyesight after witnessing a sudden flash of light. "I- 
Oh?" That's the most coherent pathetic-excuse-ofa sentence he can utter. 


"| mean, I've always been kind of curious myself." The redhead says, something unknown to David gleaming in 


his eyes. 


Before David could process what was going down, Dave stood up and leant down before him, eye-level. His eyes 


scanned the bassist's clean features and his lips went for an open mouthed kiss. 


The unexpected action startled David so badly that his natural instinct to get away from prying lips made him 
lose his balance and fall from the chair. "Dave! What the fuck were you thinking?" He yells, crawling away from 


his roommate. 


"What were you expecting when you told me you're a fag? Huh? That | just let it slip? And not give it a try?" 


Dave answers and kneels in front of the blonde, confusing him further. 


"Fuck's sake! Listen to yourself! Do you think | go around fucking ‘straight’ men? For what? For them to freak 
out on me after? For them to kick me out the morning after in a second flat? For them to be ashamed of 
what they've done? That shit ain't pretty,” He explains, impotence raging inside him as he stands up with a 
puffed chest. An accusing finger digs into the guitarists sternum, David looks down to him. "You know what's 
the worst that's happened after fucking some straight guy? You know what it was? Getting beat up. 
Remember when | came back one morning all bruised up? When | told you | got in a drunken fight at the bar? 
Busted lip, sprained arm, small yet deep gashes | had to get stitches for and the cherry on top, a cracked 
molar. All of that because the cunt himself invited me over to his house! To his bed! You think | look forward 
to doing that shit again? Having my friend, that | live with, freaking out on me like that? Or worse? | know you 
get violent at times and I'm not saying you'd do it on purpose, but | do know that your fucking unpredictable 
temper is capable of that! | went to the ER during the early mornings for a week straight so you wouldn't 
notice me being gone, so you wouldn't notice the severity of this bullshit. Even then, after a fucking hate 
crime or whatever the fuck, all | did was try to protect you You'd have killed the man had | opened my mouth 
before. | was keeping you in line because if you knew the shit | was going through every single day for liking 
dick, you'd go on a killing spree. Depending on your mood, | could've been a victim too," He finishes, in a whisper 


and out of breath, running his hands through his face and hair. 


Before giving the other the time to even formulate an answer, he abruptly makes his way outside the 
confinements of the apartment and dusts off his clothes. With no particular direction in his mind, he runs down 
the stairs. 


He's got no idea to where he's going, now blocks away from Dave's place. 


It's noon, on a Sunday. The clothes he fell asleep in are crumpled and soaked with sweat, the slip-ons he's been 
dragging along the streets are barely holding up, half of his hair is up in a ponytail and the other half is 
tangled around itself, frizzy with the heat; He knows he's in no appropriate attire but seeing where his 
unaware self has brought him, he can't think of somewhere else to visit. 


Service should be over by now, so he can throw a quick prayer without many questioning eyes on him. He puts 
his hair up in a considerably neater bun and enters the church. Nodding to the few people that are stil 
lingering there, he makes his way towards the pews and kneels instinctively, bringing his clasped hands up onto 


the arm rest and reposing his head on them. He breathes in and out slowly, evening out his uneven breaths, 


and prays. Prays like he hasn't in months, like it's the end of the world. He just misses that feeling of 
something much bigger caring for him. No matter how insignificant he as an individual could be, he knew that 
God -or Allah, Elohim, maybe even Satan- gave a shit about him. Yeah, maybe it was just a twelfth of a shit, 


but something is something nonetheless. Especially if that something is coming from a higher power. 


Dave could make fun of his beliefs all he wanted, but that wouldn't change the fact religion was his shelter 
when the redhead himself wasn't. 


Back home, Dave can't figure himself out. Was his curiosity a result of not being able to stand the fact that 
he was being left out of a part of Junior's life? He had his religion to himself, and now his homosexuality too. 
Dave could pretend not to be hurt about not knowing the other as well as he had thought, but it seemed 
pointless right now. Was his curiosity a result of the sexuality issues he's always tried to hide that sprung 
free with his coming out? No, that's not it. Could it be his superiority complex acting out? Now that's more 
like it. The fact that the other was doing taboo-considered things behind his back made him automatically 
‘better’. Ugh, when did Dave start caring so much about that bullshit? 


He knows he's lying to himself and he does not like it one bit. 


He rinses his hair hastily and tries to stand, his ass is adhered to the cheap porcelain bathtub. He can't find 
the energy to stand, so he decides against it. He could use a little more warm water and thinking time, in all 


honesty. 


He does remember the day Junior came back all beaten up. He does remember the other trying to shrug it 
off as a bar fight, the tears that had washed away some of the blood on his face told Dave otherwise, 
though. He had ignored it, thought it had been just an overly heated argument that made him cry, he knew 
David was sensitive if one decided to pick on him in all the right places. He does remember the posterior week, 
being concerned at the distance that the brittler man was keeping from him. He does remember finding pain 
killers in his drawer after sneaking in while he was in the shower and simply concluding that booze alone wasn't 


cutting it for him, the idea of him being in actual pain never crossed his mind. 


The water's comforting warmth started to fade, bringing Dave back to Earth. He hasn't heard the door click 
open so he sees no reason to leave the shower. Completely cutting off the cold water stream, he lets the 
progressively boiling water hit his body, watching as the droplets are dragged out until their shape is no longer 
an irregular circumference. He grabs the razor and shaves his stubble with no shaving foam, he could swear 
he read somewhere that hot water opens up your pores, making it easier to shave. He hasn't in a while so it 
was needed. Once the burning reception of the water starts shifting onto an ice cold sensation, he finishes 
shaving in a quick, automatic motion and twists the remaining tab, the splashing and sliding water against his 


skin was now nothing but a ghost. 


After toweling himself off and putting some considerably clean clothes, he starts cleaning up his room. 
Something had indeed gotten into him, but he didn't mind. He didn't want to think much, he already took care of 
that. The other option, getting fucked up, would undoubtedly fuck far more things up so he ignores the idea 


Dave's room is now impeccable. He filled a tote bag with the clothes he means to wash, the same ones that 
were previously abandoned at every corner of the room. His bathroom is utterly clean as well, he even took 
the time to scrub every small area clean and then proceeded to mope. He must admit, all that work was tiring. 
The hairs at the back of his neck and near his ears were disgustingly wet, with sweat. He'd shower again but.. 
yeah. Instead, he just braids his hair and puts it to the side. Not thinking about the time David had braided his 


hair, ridiculously well too. Well, times Plural. Also irrelevant. 


Settling down in the couch in the living room, he inspects his work on the bedroom. It looked like an operating 
room from how clean it was. Naturally, not quite, but the man was proud, he could boost his own ego for it. 
He makes a mental note to clean the living room and kitchen the next day. The balcony too. And David's room. 
Maybe even rearrange the vinyl shelf and book shelves. Clean the guitars, change the strings. Run some 
errands, pay the bills. Buy some new clothes, some new home decorations. Check his journals, cherry-pick 
through the stuff he's written and decide whether any of them are worthy. Okay, enough with the weekly 


planning. 


God, shouldn't David be back already? It's been an entire hour and Dave was already losing his mind. How did he 
ever manage to live without him in his life? Before they met, how did it work? He searches his mind for an 
answer, not finding one. If someone told him he's actually David's imaginary friend come to life who hadn't 


physically manifested before he moved to California, he'd buy it, no questions asked. 


Dave lets himself get lost in his thoughts once again. If he wasn't completely convinced something had gotten 
into him before, he sure as hell was now. He doesn't let himself do much thinking usually, it doesn't do shit but 
worsen everything. That he knows for sure. Shit makes you paranoid, stupid, self-conscious. Shit makes you 
question truths, shit makes you believe lies. Shit turns everything upside down, inside out. It'll strip every 
thought to the bone and make you analyze it until you're not anymore sure if that's what a bone is really 


supposed to look like. 


The door opens slowly, the lock clicks revealingly. Dave shoots himself up onto his feet like a disturbed meerkat 
looking after its mob. The thoughts running through his head stopped dead on their tracks. "Junior," He exhales, 
more relieved than anything else. He gives the other a tight hug, feeling the tingles of tears behind his closed 


eyelids make an appearance, before forcing them back. 


"Hey, hey," The strangled man responds, patting the other's back, somewhat uncomfortable from how tight the 


embrace was. "Come on, let go of me. Come on" 


"We gotta talk," Dave states as he drops his arms to his sides, cursing himself for sounding too serious, 
"Nothing's wrong. Just gotta tell you a little something." 


Junior looks more and more perplexed by the second. Dave reassures, "Its nothing bad, | swear. Sit down for 


me. 


David was expecting to be bombarded with questions, yelled at until the other's face matched his hair colour, 
reminded that Dave's the one who owns the place and he makes the rules, just anything but this. This was 
indeed scarier than any of the aforementioned options. He complies, though, making himself comfortable on the 


beer-stained couch. 


The older man sits on the small coffee table in front, undoing his braid that he had unconsciously teased while 


waiting for the other to come home, right in the same spot of the couch he was occupying now. 


"I've been thinking." He pauses as he finger-combs through the many knots his stupid braid had created, 
"Ouch. Alright, so, I've been thinking and | realized something." 


David smirks as his brows furrow and gives the other a ‘continue’ hand gesture. 


"| don't really know how to.. uh.. say this. | really don't or else | would be talking you up instead stuttering like a 
fucking dumbass. All | can tell ya’ right now is that-" He stammers again and shakes his head, letting out a few 
curses, "All | can tell you, Ellefson, right now, is that, uhm, what I'm about to do is for real. What I'm about to 
do is something I've been longing in the deepest corners of my mind and today marks the first time | let 
myself think those thoughts. Words seem to lack significance so my actions better make up for them, deal? 
So..." 


Dave leans forward, the low rise of the table he was sitting on made up for those inches that made David 
shorter. He takes a big breath and brushes Junior's bangs away from his face, letting his fingers linger around 
in his forehead, then tracing all the way down to his cheekbone, his jaw, neck, Adam's apple, back up to his 
chin, other cheekbone, Cupid's bow and, finally, his lips. David didn't flinch, not for one second, no matter how 
unexpected it all was. He could only feel himself melting against the touch. Once the redhead feels like the 


other is comfortable enough, he closes the distance. 


Its not a wanton, lust-driven kiss by any means. It's more like kissing for the first time. Careful, curious, 
chaste. All the C's. Controlled, candid, clean. David opens his mouth to breathe in and Dave takes his chance, 
their tongues meeting. They would be lying if they claimed not to feel the sparks behind their eyes. 


It's not like kissing a woman at all, Dave realizes. Well, technically, it is like kissing a woman, the same facial 
muscles are involved, but that's it with the similarities. The feeling of the other's stubble irritating his skin, 
his smell, his masculinity. It feels too good. Dave backs away, a wet sound marks their separation, "I'm sorry 


for how | approached you this morning." 


"s okay," The other says softly, staring to him through his eyelashes. "You could've done worse." 


"| could've done better." 


David considers that, "I didn't expect you to." He inches forward with a smirk and Dave meets him halfway, 


dragging both of them to their feet and walking them towards the younger's bed. 


"| made my bed and cleaned my room. No one's allowed in there anymore," He explains, running his hands 
through the other's hair. "Now let me prove you that | mean and want this." 


David stares at him intensely, wondering if this is some kind of fucked-up prank. He simply stares as Dave 
strips himself of his shirt and jeans, leaving his underwear on, and then hugs the bed with his torso. Ass in 
the air. That indeed did grab his hormones’ attention And leave him dumfounded. "We're definitely not doing it 
that way," He states, getting rid of his shirt and pants, and turning Dave around with him on top. 


"Missionary? Pussy." 


Instead of buying into his jokes, he bends down and kisses him. Passionately, now. Dave's expert (experf) 
fingers Touch him in all the right places, at all the right times. If he's playing the experience game, David's 


gonna play along. And, oh, does he not know what makes a man weak. 


As blasphemous as the analogy may be, he could get Jesus Christ himself on his knees for him with a simple 


couple touches and kisses. 


David sucks on the other's lower lip, biting softly before letting go. He drags his lips all the way from his chin 
to his collarbones, leaving some potential hickeys above the protuberant bones. He chuckles as he feels Dave 
start breathing faster and goes to nibble right over his Adam's apple, licking a big stripe there when it 


trembles as his victim swallows. "I'm just getting started," His voice is deeper than before, raspier too. 


Smiling to himself, he caresses Dave's sides, only stopping at his hips. Bony. He's a bony fuck. Perfect. He 
finishes a messy kiss-trail from his chest to his lower obliques and looks up. "If you want to stop you say so." 
The redhead's only response is grabbing his head, twisting the honey locks. Alright: He laps at his hipbone, 
hooking one finger over the waistband of his boxers and pulling down, exposing the beautiful pale skin. Dave 
whines, making David's controlled pace even slower. He pulls down until his pubes are visible. "Do you want me 


to suck you?" 


"Junior, for fuck's s-" Just like that, his boxers were gone. The view isn't new for the younger man. When two 
men live together, you learn more about anatomy than you did in school. And it isn't like he hasn't sucked dick 
before, fuck no. Still, he feels the awakening of nervousness somewhere in his body. He doesn't want to 


disappoint. 


Dave wasn't just hard, he could feel himself pathetically swelling like a balloon It's not like he has a thing for 
Junior's lips, but he definitely has a thing for Junior's lips. This felt like the wettest wet dream. Ever. Junior is 
now licking his lips, staring at the prize in front of him. It made Dave want to die, quite literally. 


With no further ado, David licked the head, savouring the salty taste. Bringing his hand up, he pushes the 
foreskin down and wraps his mouth around the glans softly. Pleasure spikes through the redhead, who's now 
grunting through his teeth. David tastes along his whole length before interlocking his eyes with Dave's and 
proceeds to ever-so-slowly deepthroat him whole. At this point, Dave is fighting the urge to come right away. 
His cock vibrates to the other's humming he makes every time he bobs back down Just as the eye-contact 
starts getting too hard to handle, he feels David's finger caressing his ass cheek. He wonders how long it's 
been there. "Go ahead," He signals, jerking his hips up involuntarily. 


"Nightstand" Dave nods and stretches his arm over his head, compliantly, without looking back. Fuck, he 
wouldn't look away from David right now if his life depended on it. His hand grabs at nothing but the wooden 
surface of the nightstand and he stretches his arm further, if that's possible. David is now sucking on his 
balls, so tenderly, and.. jackpot. His sweaty hand grips on the small tube for dear life and thats when the 
inexperience hits. As if David had sensed his nervousness, he comes back up on top of him. "You say ‘stop’ and 
we stop. Okay?" He reassures, taking the lube bottle and kissing him on the lips. Dave can taste his own sex on 


the other's tongue, which only serves as yet another turn on. 


"Okay," The redhead answers, a little more at ease with everything that's going on. David pulls away but he 
holds him back, giving him a couple more open-mouthed kisses. The sense of being in control is indeed 
comforting, even if it lasts a mere second. The bassist pulls away, successfully now, and kisses the tip of his 


nose, eyelids, behind his ears and in every other corner he deems worthy. 


"What's the safe word?" He asks again. He wants to be sure about this. He wants him to be sure about this. 
Once he's back on the floor, staring at Dave's rear end, he squeezes out a healthy amount of lube and slicks 


his index finger up. 


"Jackass." To that, David laughs. He knew Dave too well, it was a fact that the man had never had one ounce of 
patience. He could hurry, get it over-with in one frenzied, animalistic way, but he didn't want to. He may be no 
hopeless romantic, but he wanted this to be good for both of them. Hopefully better to Dave than to himself, 


he'd even say. 


Dave props himself up on his elbows, legs spread and hips tilted up. The view of his saliva-covered cock against 


his flushed stomach and the man behind said sexual response on his knees for him was pure bliss. 


David stares at his own finger, the cool temperature of the lube is definitely going to get a remark out of 
Dave. He comes up with a good idea at the last minute. "Focus on my mouth. It will feel good before you know 


it" He says, biting his ass cheek jokingly. 


Deciding whether to focus on the finger circling his asshole or the tongue teasing his dick was arduous work, 
to say the least. His body decided for him too late and he tensed up against the gradual intrusion Taking deep 
breaths to relax his muscles, he concentrates on David's stubble scratching his balls. Now that's something he 
never thought would make him feel good. He's just gotten used to it when the finger is pulled out, getting a 


whimper out of him. Pressure is exerted to his hole again and he spreads his legs wider. Two digits up his ass 


didn't feel bad at all, just weird, invasive and kinda funny, but he could put up with this. Yes, he could. 
Something new attacks his body. "Ah!" He virtually yells. 
"What was that?" David asks, tickling the swollen gland. 


'|-," He tries, no longer aware of his surroundings. All he can focus on is that scorching flame of pleasure that 
has sparked up. "Uh, brush it again?" He manages to let that phrase out in one weak breath, the last syllable 
barely audible. David's mouth was at some moment in time pulled away from his dick, but he can't remember 


any of it. Let alone now as the younger man uses just the right amount of pressure on Dave's sensitive spot. 


He grunts between mouthfuls of oxygen and doesn't really notice the third finger sliding in. The stretch stil 
burns, but in the best way possible now. Calloused pads keep exploring but no matter the destination, they 
seem to always find his prostate. The uncomfortable feeling of being breached open starts fading away 
completely and Dave feels himself pushing down to meet the other's fingers. Erotic moans escape his mouth 


every now and then, utterly against his will. "Ok- aggh" Dave moans brokenly, "Okay, okay, Junior. Come on" 


David kisses around his navel and pulls his digits out of the tight ring of muscle, causing the other gasp 
harshly. Taking the lube on his clean hand he comes back up to meet Dave's lips. "Ride me." His voice is husky, 
his untouched dick is radiating heat. His boxers are wet with pre-come, it's ridiculous. Kicking them off in one 
swift motion, he makes sure his cock brushes his roommate's ripped stomach and he can't help the groan he 
lets out. It takes the other a good minute to process David's words but once he does, he flips them around in 
record time. Oh, yes, this is what he likes. 


Being in control and on top is the epitome of ecstasy to Dave. He kisses him roughly and then sucks on a hard 
ripple, scratching with his teeth before letting go. Spitting on his hand, he starts jerking the other off. His dick 
is unexpectedly smooth. It's not like he's touched many dicks, but he does know that his own isn't that nice to 
the touch. 


Kissing his breastbone, he twists his wrist just right. David closes his eyes and bucks up. Enough foreplay, 
Dave concludes. He stares at the cock in his hand and compares its width to three fingers. His heart beats 
faster as he reaches for the lube, the younger man hands it to him uncapped. Coating his hand with an 


excessive amount, he jacks him again a good couple times. 


Dave positions himself, one hand holding the other's length in place and the remaining one holding his whole 
weight up. His legs are bent on David's sides, the back of his knees are sweaty and his thighs are shaking. He 
feels the head of Junior's dick tickling his hole, he rocks back and forth to give the other a small sense of 
friction. Biting his lower lip, he starts sinking down. David becomes the king of self-control right then and there, 
letting the other take his time to adjust without making the slightest movement. The mere enclosure his dick 
is trapped in feels simply wonderful. The whole situation is indescribably erotic. 


On the other hand, Dave's eyes tear up as his ass tightens around the foreign object. Once his muscles realize 
he isn't getting rid of the dick up his ass anytime soon, he places his hands on Junior's chest and pushes 


himself up and back down, experimentally. He notices the other using all his willpower not to pound into him and 
chuckles minimally. Sitting with his back utterly straight, he tries again, now successfully, yet faintly, feeling 
that beautiful electricity shock. 


David forces his arms to function and holds the other's lower back so he can accommodate himself without 
fearing to lose his balance. As a thank you, he bends down to kiss David, whom unconsciously thrusted his hips 


up when he raised his head and earns a moan against his mouth from Dave. "Yeah," He growls back. 


The taller man sits with his back straight again and sinks down onto David's erected member, his back arching 
on its own accord. "Oh, fuck. Right th-" He's cut off by his own distorted almost-scream. The curved spine is 
doing the trick, each time he plops down he feels it. It starts small, at first just a small tinge of pleasure in his 
lower belly, then it started expanding to the point that he could now feel it everywhere. From his limbs to his 
organs to every single one of his cell's nucleus to each hair follicle. It was like nothing he had felt before. This 


was beyond incredible, this was heaven. 


David could do little but stare at the sweaty body on top of him and thrust up, in a confident and frenetic 
manner. The warmth and firmness of Dave's asshole made his dick throb with a sublime feeling. His hands are 
glued with sweat to the other's back, the lube on his fingers was half wiped off and half melted, it felt gross 
but he didn't have time to think about it. With every propel of his hips, Dave would react beautifully. Gruffly 
moans, high-pitched yells, grunts and every other noise of satisfaction was pulled out of him, David archived 
each and every one of them in his mind. Quality wank bank material. His own gratification was put aside, seeing 
the vocalist on the brink of pleasure was enough. He could feel the genesis of an orgasm coming up, but he's 
not letting himself come before Dave. Fuck no. He takes his previously lubed up, currently just sweaty hand off 
his back and gets a tight grip on Dave's dick, working his hand on him in time with his thrusts. His neck is 
thrown back, his eyes fixated on the ceiling, his fiery hair is stuck to his shoulder blades, there's slight 
freckles all over his torso, David can see his muscles working and then relaxing, he's muttering obscenities 
under his breath. He was excessively beautiful. 


His head is put back to place when he realizes he's close, an alarmed look in his face and his hold on David's 
thighs stiffens. "David," He warns, not using the pet-name for once. He drags out the last D of the word and 
plummets aggressively onto the other's cock, converting the distinct sound of the consonant onto some 
unrecognizable chant thick with lust. He feels like ecstasy personified, too good to describe and he can't hold 
back anymore. He can't and he wouldn't even try. He lets himself be pushed over the edge with one last attack 
to his prostate and a few glides on his dick. His muscles go rigid, limp and he sees black. He can't feel anything, 
can't hear anything, his senses went missing; It's the apogee of delight. 


David feels him tightening around his dick, the pressure and warmth too strong as it swallows him whole, the 
sight of the other man torn apart because of him being jus as overwhelming, if not more. It was too much to 
handle. Just as Dave is revived, he orgasms, staring at the other dead in the eye. Spurts of his load fill the 
redhead as he comes down, pre-afterglow. It's time for the blonde to make a quick visit to the afterlife, 


meeting the same otherworldly joy the other did just a moment earlier. 


The moment he's brought back to life, Dave collapses on top of him, dick still in his ass. "Hey, Dave," David 


calls, softly, "You're getting cum on your stomach.’ Dave responds by biting down on his shoulder, too far gone 
to speak. He laughs at the weak bite and caresses his back, settling his hands right where the back meets his 
ass. "Although | wouldn't be opposed to staying like this all day long, | gotta clean us up," He tries again, twisting 
his body to the side and getting the other to lay down beside him. David absentmindedly reaches down to get 
his shirt from the edge of the bed so he can clean the semen off of them, the movement causing him to pull 


out. Dave hisses instinctively. "Holy shit, sorry. | didn't notice | hadn't pulled out" 

"S all good," Dave slurs back, semi-catatonic. His tired eyes stare as David wipes him off and then repeats the 
motion on himself, then again on their lube-coated hands. "Got some dripping down my ass." The bassist laughs 
and reaches behind him, cleaning blindly before throwing the shirt to his laundry basket. "Missed some here,’ 


He insists, pointing at his messy pubes, where surely there were a few drops of cum. 


"Do you want me to bathe you now or somethin?" David remarks ironically as he removed the drops with his 


finger, licking it clean after. 
Dave's eyes widen, "Fuck" 
"You taste good," He confesses, now licking his lips. 


"Come ‘ere," He commands, shuffling closer to David and kissing him on the lips kindly. "We're doing that again." 
He stares into his hazel eyes and feels his heart growing fondly. 


"Oh. Are we?" 
"You know we are." 
"No drunk sex," David warns. "Not falling for that one." 


"Aight," He agrees, already missing the dick inside him. He hugs David and lets himself drift to peaceful sleep. 


